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MEN  & WOMEN 


THE  GYPSIES 


Whither,  O gypsy  waggon 
Lumbering  by? 

This  night  so  soft  with  summer, 
So  dim  and  shy. 

Wild  headlong  creatures,  whither 
This  night  of  rest? 

O whining  axle,  whither 
In  endless  quest? 

What  is  it — hag  or  treasure, 

So  wrapped  about, 

From  clime  to  clime  you  hurry 
With  lamp  hung  out? 

Sanctuary  lamp  or  signal, 
Half-dead,  unclean, 

All  one  its  eye  of  crimson, 

Of  emerald  green  ? 

Above  and  round  it  baggage, 
Rumbling  along 
To  the  endless  beating 
Of  a desert  song. 
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THE  GYPSIES 


Ye  brush  me,  making  headlong. 
And  I catch  my  breath  : 

Brings  me  this  swift  wild  marching 
Or  life  or  death? 

The  breath  of  burning  Egypt, 
Scorching  my  lids, 

Unveils  in  shimmering  vision 
The  Pyramids  ! 

Wide-eyed  and  staring,  changeless 
Though  empires  die, 

Leaving  their  dregs  of  children 
But  earth  and  sky ! 
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THE  PEASANT 


’TlS  time  he  left  the  furrow, 

He  and  his  weary  horses, 

The  day  is  gone,  and  twilight 
Thrusts  out  a steel-bright  star. 

Earth-bowed,  his  clumsy  body 
Is  broken  from  his  labour, 

And  night-time  brings  for  revel 
Only  the  lapse  of  sleep  ! 

Bronze-dark,  the  sullen  figure 
Plods  homeward,  like  the  cattle, 
To  forage,  rest  and  shelter 
Till  peeps  another  day. 

Yet  twilight  when  he  passes 
Thrills  to  wild  forest  pipings 
That  cry  and  beat  the  lintel 
When  I would  light  the  lamp. 

Slow,  slow  the  poplar’s  shadow 
Creeps  on  the  golden  stubble, 
And  slowly  creep  the  fancies 
Across  the  peasant’s  brain; 
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THE  PEASANT 


Yet  should  his  wayward  dreaming 
Drink  of  his  heart  s blood  nurture, 
Behold  its  sudden  harvest 

Of  gold-red  passionate  fruit ! 

For  this  poor  broken  body 
Enshrines  a sea-hawk’s  wildness. 
Enshrines  a dark  flood’s  fierceness, 
Musting  like  wine  in  caves. 

And  so  the  glow  of  morning, 

The  twilight’s  patient  stillness ; 

The  march,  the  pomp  of  starshine 
Are  round  him,  brow  and  feet. 
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SEA  LOVE 


Your  sea  is  now  your  shroud,  young  man, 
An  olive-dark  mournful  shroud; 

No  one  may  lift  an  edge  and  scan 
Your«Spanish  lips  so  proud. 

What  mad  wind  swept  you  in  to  one 
Whose  blood  was  of  the  land? 

Better  for  me  a farmer’s  son 

With  his  father’s  gold  in  hand. 

So  be  it  as  it  was  ! Who  knows 
Whither  one’s  feet  are  bound  > 

A sea  runs  high,  a storm- wind  blows, 

And  I’ve  a lover  found. 

A sea  runs  swift,  the  gannets  cry, 

My  seaman,  he  is  drowned  : 

We  cannot  tell,  though  hard  we  try, 
Whither  our  feet  are  bound  ! 

Now  at  the  flood,  and  driving  free. 

And  roaring  with  might  and  main, 

This  wild  sea  makes  its  own  of  me, 
Wildering  heart  and  brain; 
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SEA  LOVE 


And  I see  them  stop  and  peep  at  me. 

The  farmers  down  from  the  hills; 

Little  they  guess  at  my  agony, 

With  their  rents,  and  sales,  and  wills  i 

They  peep,  and  I thrust  my  head  on  high, 
And  silence  their  babbling  lips, 

“ Proud  dame,”  they  snarl,  and,  slinking  by. 
Speak  with  the  men  in  the  ships. 


Young  man,  my  beauty  is  my  shroud, 

As  the  olive-dark  sea  is  yours; 

Fear  not,  these  lips  have  grown  too  proud 
To  traffic  with  hillside  boors  ! 
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NO  MIRACLE 


They  had  a tale  on  which  to  gloat, 

The  gossips  sitting  in  a row, 

How  Felimid  took  his  wife  by  throat 
And  broke  her  beauty  in  a blow  ! 

And  one  and  then  another  said, 

Ah  fortunate  if  she  now  die. 

For  piteous  is  a cloth-bound  head 
Instead  of  beauty’s  flashing  eye. 

Else  to  some  desert  let  her  go 

From  women’s  words  and  eyes  of  men ; 

But  ancient  Eefa  whispered  low  : 

“ Simply  you  read  the  story  then.” 

No  other  word  old  Eefa  spoke. 

But,  smiling,  blinked  from  side  to  side. 

Till  Enna  breathless  on  them  broke, 

Her  mouth,  her  eyes  with  horror  wide  : 

“ He  gropes  his  way,  his  eyes  are  out!” 

” Who  gropes  his  way?” — “Why,  Felimid!” 

“ The  blind  cat’s  fingers,  without  doubt. 

Got  at  him  sleeping?” — “ Nay,  indeed, 
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NO  MIRACLE 


No  fingers  but  his  own  plucked,  flung 
Them  dazzling  in  the  sullen  tide, 

For  ah  ! they  say  his  heart  was  wrung 
To  see  the  wreck  of  beauty’s  pride.’’ 

Then  Eefa  whispered  from  her  place  : 

“As  Felimid  gripped  his  wife  by  throat 
Her  eyes  flashed  pride  into  his  face 

And  his  heart  blazed  while  his  hand  smote  !** 
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THE  DISAPPOINTMENT 


‘THIS  night’s  wild  whirl  of  song  and  dance,*  he  said, 
‘A  recompense  for  this  dull  day  will  be.* 

Night  came,  and  straightway  in  his  eyes  we  caught 
Not  gladness  but  the  gape  of  misery  ! 

Someone  had  said,  ‘ Yoi^r  lady  comes  no  more; 
She’s  tired  of  our  small  revellings,  they  tease 
And  worry  her;  you  may  be  sure  her  eyes 
Are  shining  now  to  try  the  open  seas.’ 

‘Why  trouble?’  whispered  he,  ‘for  you  remain 
Bright  music,  wit,  bare  arms  and  laughing  eyes; 

For  me?  For  me  there  is  that  quivering  book 
That  Dante  wrote  ere  he  grew  hard  and  wise  ! ’ 

He  went.  Ah,  no;  though  swift  and  bright  and  wild 
The  dance  leaped  free,  the  whole  night  long  there  lay 
A coldness  in  the  room ; the  whole  night  long 
Dead  lips  were  whispering  love  far,  far  away. 
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MOTHERHOOD 


BENEATH  the  blossoming  lilac  tree 
The  shrill-voiced  chickens  pick  and  run 
Like  busy  spots  of  golden  sun; 

Among  them  moving  silently, 

So  silently,  the  mother  hen  I see. 

A thin-faced  woman  brings  them  food. 
About  her  skirts  three  little  chicks. 
Leaping  and  laughing  round  the  ricks. 
And  oh  ! to  hear  them  shout  is  good ; 
But  silent  see  the  mother  of  the  brood  ! 
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TO  RAFTERY 


Ag  dul  siar  ar  m’aistear 
Le  solus  im  chroidhe. 

Minstrel,  I pray  of  you  light ! 

Your  eyes  are  dark  and  your  hand 
Gropes  at  the  walls  left  and  right, 

And  the  rain  sweeps  you  in  from  the  land. 

Yet  light  from  your  darkness  I pray, 

Or  the  touch  of  your  hand,  or  the  sound 
Of  your  voice  at  the  fall  of  the  day, 

And  your  blind  stick  tapping  the  ground. 

I’d  eat  of  the  meal  in  your  bag, 

Food  homely  and  kind,  and  I’d  taste 
Of  Connacht,  of  mountain  and  crag, 

And  lakeland  and  heathery  waste. 

I’d  learn  a song  at  your  knee 

And  mine  would  come  tender  and  true, 
More  simple,  more  Gaelic,  maybe 
Not  so  bitter,  remembering  you. 

If  you  taught  me  a hornpipe  or  reel, 

My  heart,  lighted  up,  would  remain 
Like  a house  in  a glen  to  which  steal 
The  dancers  through  darkness  and  rain. 
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B 


TO  RAFTERY 


O Minstrel,  the  grain  in  your  sack 

Never  grew  in  these  mountainy  lands, 
And  the  fiddle  astride  on  your  back 
Were  dumb  in  less  sanctified  hands. 

And  the  touch  of  your  stick  is  a cure, 
And  the  light  in  your  heart  will  not  die, 
For  you  come,  and  no  mortal  is  sure 
Whether  you  or  Love’s  self  passes  by  ! 
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OF  ONE  WHO  IS  DEAD 


The  brows  upraised;  the  tilted  head; 
The  lips  that  without  opening  said 
All  that  they  would;  the  cloud  of  hair; 
The  throat ; the  high  Milesian  air ! 

A gem  the  moonlight  burned  upon, 

A passionate  star,  her  bright  face  shone 
Too  swift,  too  pale,  too  frank,  too  true  ! 
Yet  kinder  touch  none  ever  knew; 

And  if  that  door  flung  open  now 
And  her  bright  laugh  rang,  and  her  brow 
Flashed  like  a spray  of  meadowsweet ! 

Summer  is  fallen  in  frost  and  sleet, 

Gems  in  the  dust,  and  shining  star 
In  caverns  fathomless  and  far. 
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LOVE’S  MOTLEY 


Patrick  Walsh  is  a man  of  fire, 

His  strength  is  the  brute  beast’s  strength, 

In  his  drink  he  staggered  in  the  mire 
And  stretched  his  body’s  length. 

The  ice-cold  wind,  the  moon-cold  night 
Must  freeze,  must  stop  his  blood  : 

We  stooped  to  see  his  cheeks  go  white, 

But  they  blazed  like  burning  wood. 

Little  to  him  the  mud  or  cold 
And  victory  in  his  heart ; 

Till  breaks  on  him  his  mother  old, 

Her  whisper  makes  him  start. 

| 

He  listens,  rises,  makes  for  home, 

Babbling  old  childish  words, 

She  answering,  “Yes,  yes,  child,  come, 

My  hawk,  my  king  of  birds.” 

The  high  moon’s  speckless  flood  of  light 
Shadows  them  on  the  wall, 

Clasped  or  asunder,  his  great  height, 

Her  careless,  wisp-like  shawl. 
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love’s  motley 


They  pass,  a gleaming  face,  a hand, 
Then,  shadowy  bronze  or  stone. 

They  fill  an  archway  up,  or  stand 
In  the  market  square  alone. 

Some  wild  abandon  in  their  pose, 

Some  magic  in  the  night 
My  spirit  lulls  to  a repose 

Deeper  than  wrong  or  right. 

No,  no  ! ’Tis  that  these  souls  of  night 
Bright  to  each  other  shine 
As  figures  set  within  the  light 
And  incense  of  a shrine. 

Love  may  indeed  such  motley  don 
As  makes  love  blush  for  shame, 

Yet  still  our  thoughts  go  questing  on, 
Sure  of  his  heart  of  flame ; 

Which  found,  the  vesture  itself  is  gold; 

And  we  shrink  from  our  own  desire  : 
O lovers,  our  lonely  hearts  would  hold 
A brand  of  your  cleansing  fire  ! 
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CAH1RMEE  FAIR 


PROUD  he  goes  riding  now  from  Cahirmee  fair, 

No  wonder,  his  pockets  well  filled  from  hi9  bargaining 
there ; 

One  hundred,  two  hundred,  three  hundred  pounds  in 
red  gold, 

The  hunter,  bay  gelding  and  colt  at  the  highest  price 
sold. 


Purple  and  strong,  O look  at  him  riding  now, 
Mopping  the  sweat  from  his  neck  and  shiny  brow; 
He’s  switching  his  cob  just  to  make  it  prance  and  show 
off, 

And  he  passes  Jack  Lynch  of  the  Glen,  with  a gentle- 
man’s cough  ! 


Jack  Lynch  of  the  Glen  goes  home  from  the  fair  as  he 
came, 

His  shivery  nag  is  half -blind  and  a little  bit  lame ; 
What  did  he  ask  for  her  ? — fiver  or  two  pound  or  one  ? 
Take  it  home,  Jack  Lynch,  and  blind  it  and  up  with 
the  gun  ! 
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CAHIRMEE  FAIR 


Jack  Lynch  of  the  Glen,  if  you  stood  in  here  by  the 
hedge 

Where  I’m  crouching  ahide,  I’d  tell  you  a tale  with 
an  edge, 

And  you’d  laugh  at  him  there  in  the  glory  and  pride 
of  his  life 

As  he  makes  for  his  farm  on  the  hill  and  his  high-born 
wife. 


To-day  wherever  he  turned  in  Cahirmee  fair 
With  his  “Hi,  Dan,  hi,  Shawn,  hi,  Bill,  bring  it  over 
here,’’ 

What  did  he  see,  like  a ghost  at  the  horse’s  side, 
But  the  rag  of  a woman  he  vowed  to  take  home  as  his 
bride  ! 


And  he  couldn’t  keep  still,  he  couldn’t,  but  slapping 
his  horse, 

Would  cry  “ Stand  back,  give  it  room,’’  and  many 
a curse 

Would  darken  his  lips,  and  his  sweaty  and  fiery  eye 

Wouldn’t  glance  at  the  woman  at  all  and  she  standing 
by ! 
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CAHIRMEE  FAIR 


And  now  and  he  riding  there  with  his  head  so  high, 
Who  can  picture  the  sight  that’s  dazzling  and  blinding 
his  eye; 

God  knows  if  his  horse  takes  fright  and  throws  him 
down  dead 

’Tis  a spirit  in  rags  will  be  glawming  the  horse’s  head  ! 


Go  home,  Jack  Lynch,  to  your  hard-working,  child- 
bearing wife, 

And  up  with  the  gun  and  put  that  poor  nag  out  of  life. 
Ground  down  and  broken  you  are,  yet  your  house  in 
the  Glen 

Is  holy,  and  may  it  be  holy  for  ever,  Amen  ! 


They’re  gone,  Jack  Lynch  and  himself,  and  the 
night’s  coming  down, 

And  a job  I’ll  have  now  to  find  shelter  or  food  in 
the  town; 

God  forgive  us,  ’tis  many  a curse  on  himself  I have 
laid, 

But  sure  for  Jack  Lynch,  without  call,  as  much  have 
I prayed  ! 
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THE  GENTLE  MAIDEN 
(Old  Irish  Air) 

If  you  saw  the  gentle  maiden 
And  she  walking  again’  the  sky. 

Your  heart  would  leap  within  you 
And  light  come  in  your  eye. 

I’ve  seen  your  gentle  maiden 
And  she  walking  on  Spangle  Hill 
And  I whispered  may  God  be  with  her 
And  keep  her  from  every  ill. 

For  we  are  wild  and  rugged 
And  she’s  timid  as  a bird, 

Would  pine  away  and  wdther 
With  never  a sigh  or  word. 

Dark-blooded,  wild  and  rugged 
And  fierce  in  the  fire  of  love, 

We’d  crush  into  silence,  not  knowing, 

The  heart  of  a trembling  dove. 

Now  why  do  you  raise  before  me 
The  thing  that  was  hid  in  my  heart, 

And  I dreading  to  meet  her  or  whisper 
For  fear  she  would  tremble  and  start? 

But  the  rocks  from  the  grip  of  the  hillside 
I’ve  wrenched  and  made  room  for  the  plough, 
And  this  heart  will  I clean  till  ’tis  golden 
As  the  breast  of  the  hillside  now  ! 
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FROM  THE  IRISH 


To  the  night  that  is  gone,  farewell ! and  oh,  that  ’twas 
only  to-night 

He  coaxed  me  up  on  his  knees,  so  tender  and  winning 
and  bright; 

And  surely  Fd  tell  you  my  tale,  but  I know  you  would 
tell  it  again, 

My  love,  he  is  fled,  he  is  fled  ! Oh  God  and  Mary, 
my  pain ! 

In  my  heart  it  is  rising  now,  a sorrow  so  wild  and  so 
great, 

I could  fill  my  shoes  with  the  tears  that  fall  from  me 
early  and  late; 

Withered  and  sick  and  angry  with  love,  to  be  loving 
him  still ! 

Shall  I live  an  hour  if  he  go  to  the  Dark  Woman  up  on 
the  hill? 

My  garden  is  wild  with  the  weeds,  oh  my  love  but  ’tis 
little  I care, 

Though  the  apples  drop  from  the  boughs,  and  kissing 
lie  rotting  there; 

And  gliding  at  eve  through  the  village,  the  music  of 
harp  or  of  bird 

Enters  not  at  my  ears  since  you  left  me  with  never 
a word. 
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FROM  THE  IRISH 


They  are  saying  now  ’tis  the  fate  of  all  beautiful  women 
to  be 

Wandering  and  strange,  and  they  laugh  as  they  say 
it,  looking  at  me ; 

Wandering  and  strange  indeed,  I wander  by  day  and 
by  night, 

And  1 eat  the  fruit  of  the  sloe  as  though  ’twere  a feast 
of  delight  I 


THE  CALLOUS  ONE 


DEATH  fumbled  softly  at  her  doGr 
When  the  old  house  was  thick  with  sleep ; 

“ Who’s  there?”  she  cried  within,  and  he  : 
“You  weep,  I hear  you  weep.” 

Startled,  she  screamed  out  then  : “ Last  night 
I wept;  you  came  not,  why  come  now? 

Now,  now  I weep  for  joy,  for  joy, 

My  lover  kissed  my  brow.” 

Her  first,  her  last,  that  plighting  kiss, 

Unless  Death  kissed  her  while  she  spoke  : 
Her  lips  were  cold,  like  flowers  at  dawn, 
When  the  old  house  awoke. 
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IN  MEMORIAM 


To  John  F.  Lyons  on  the  loss  of  his  brother, 
William  H.  Lyons,  of  the  crew  of  the  Titanic . 

Man’s  triumph,  like  a vision,  on  the  sea — 

0 immemorial  shoal  of  wreckages  ! — 

Laid  waste,  the  swift  and  sullen  victory 
Of  matter  at  its  deadest,  clumsiest  ease 

Stun  and  bewilder  me, 

I cannot  feel  or  see; 

Fingers  of  ice  have  touched  my  living  powers 
And  numbed  them;  listlessly  the  sunny  hours 
Creep  on;  and  wide-eyed  dreaming  seems  enough 
Of  life;  but  music  comes  and  rescues  me, 

And  strengthens  me;  and  song,  however  rough, 

1 feel  at  last  will  bear  my  word  of  sympathy. 

Because  of  one  whose  voice  I never  heard, 

Whose  eyes,  whose  ways  to  me  were  never  known, 
My  heart,  despite  the  clodding  years,  is  stirred 
And  stabbed  by  every  ruthless  whisper  blown 
Across  the  breadths  of  sea, 

(Blown  freely,  callously 

Since  stricken  hearts  are  careless  of  their  gold) 
They  strike  and  strike  until  my  wild  eyes  hold 
Revel  with  shipwreck  made  beneath  the  stars, 

Until  my  ears  are  leaned  to  catch  the  cry 
Of  death;  and  every  sense,  snapping  the  bars 
Of  will,  ravens  abroad  in  its  own  empery. 
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MISCELLANEOUS 


(D  444)  C 


THE  FREE  DAY 


I HAVE  been  all  day 

Where  swift  waters  fell ; 

The  woods  were  gray, 

The  roads  spoke  like  a bell. 

Rocks  shouldered  the  hills, 

The  bright  clouds  raced  on. 

And  the  purple  rills 

In  the  furze  brake  shone. 

Robins  and  busy  wrens 

In  the  brushwood  played, 

And  I heard  the  water-hens 
In  a misty  glade. 

O stay  with  me,  stay, 

Ye  clouds  and  staunch  hills, 

O stay  with  me,  stay, 
Furze-brake  and  rills; 

And  brave  little  birds, 

Nest  ye  in  my  brain, 

Speaking  your  little  words 
Yet  again  and  again ! 
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SPRINGTIME  HOLIDAY 


HERE  in  my  tangled  garden  croft 

Wild  birds  flutter  and  dart  and  sing 
Among  the  boughs,  and  shake  the  soft 
Rich  blossoms  with  impatient  wing, 
Hindering  awhile  the  grave  bees’  toil ; 

Drops  on  this  wild-grown  croft  of  mine, 
On  bough  and  leaf,  on  bird  and  soil 

Spring’s  hurry,  like  a maddening  wine. 

Shelley  lies  shut  in  my  right  hand; 

I dare  not  open,  nor  recall 
A line  or  verse ; he’ll  understand ; 

And  may  as  kindly  fate  befall 
This  book  of  mine  if  you  should  bring 
It  out  with  you  on  a morn  of  spring  ! 


NIGHT  THE  COUNSELLOR 


DAYLIGHT  to  me  is  venison 

And  flowers  and  fruit  and  crimson  wine; 

But  on  the  stars  a benison 

For  counselling  this  heart  of  mine. 

Beneath  them,  O mine  enemy, 

How  tinsel-frail  your  iron  brow  ! 

Laugh  ! laugh  ! ’twas  but  in  comedy 

You  set  your  war-horse  prancing  now. 

You  lift  a clamorous  voice,  you  rail; 

Ah  far,  and  very  far  away; 

I cannot  hear  you;  moon  mists  pale, 

Like  grave  cloths,  smother  what  you  say 

Yet  do  not  laugh;  the  austere  eyes 
Of  night  are  over  us,  her  ears 

Remember  still  old  battle  cries, 

Old  drownings,  ancient  famine  years. 

Come  closer  then,  my  enemy, 

’Tis  but  a moment  we  have  to  stay  : 

Scarcely  shall  one  cry  victory 

Than  Death  to  both  shall  cry  away  ! 
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PLOUGHING  SONG 


O SCREAM  and  fly,  O scream  and*fly, 

O seagulls  adown  to  your  foam-tossing  seas, 

O wheel  and  cry,  O wheel  and  cry, 

O rooks  to  your  brushwood  and  frost-blackened  trees ; 
And,  pacing  their  dream,  like  a cloud  in  the  sky, 
Leave  my  horses  at  peace  while  the  sun  passes  by. 

O sink  and  die,  O sink  and  die, 

O frost-crimsoned  sun  on  the  frosty-grey  hill, 

And  chilly  and  shy  from  their  sleep  in  the  sky, 
Let  the  stars  hitch  their  plough  and  the  high  heavens 
till  ; 

For  weary  my  horses  and  v/eary  am  I, 

And  the  furrows  are  speaking,  as  if  no  one  were  by. 
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THE  WINTER  ROBIN 


ROBIN  in  the  frosty  trees, 

Meshed  in  the  drab  and  sullen  sky, 

I think  your  little  melodies 
Are  only  chattered  histories 
Of  the  simple  folk  that  pass  you  by, 
Homely  phrases,  fireside  lore, 

Roadside  gossip,  nothing  more, 

And  the  keen  joy  they  raise  in  me 
Is  half  of  wintry  sky  and  tree  : 

For  well  I know  the  words  you  say 
Of  Twomey’s  cows  and  Murphy’s  hay 
Are  nothing  worth,  but  like  your  breast, 
A crimson  note,  a berry  branch, 

Tone  up  and  heighten  all  the  rest, 
Winter  silence  and  winter  blanch, 

Into  a winter  harmony, 

So  that  one  cries  ‘ Thus  let  it  be  ! ’ 


O clever  spnte,  you’d  hide  your  art, 
But  not  from  me,  a fellow  heart, 

An  artist  too  who,  when  he  sings, 
Drags  in  a motley  heap  of  things, 
(Behold  I cannot  sing  of  you 
But  sky  and  tree  must  come  in  too.) 
Till  music,  colour,  shape  be  one 
My  hour  of  joy  has  not  begun; 

My  hour  of  joy,  what  can  it  be — 
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THE  WINTER  ROBIN 


A moment’s  pause,  an  ecstasy, 

The  thrill  that  is  in  harmony, 

All  the  hundred  strings  in  tune, 

A moment  solved — life’s  bitter  rune  ! 
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SEAGULL,  O SEAGULL 


WHAT  swept  you  to  me  in  this  vile  slum, 

Seagull,  O Seagull,  O rapturous  wing  ! 

You  with  your  sea-breakers,  sea-light  to  come 
Dazzling  the  gloom  of  my  labouring. 

Toil-worried  and  spent,  in  my  living  ache 

I’d  stricken  the  world  to  my  own  drab  doom; 

Growth,  growth,  and  no  fruit,  when  an  elfish  flake 
Of  sunshine  danced  in  the  sunless  room. 

How  ! Whence  ! I swung  an  astonished  eye 
And  caught  the  wild  play  of  your  lusty  wing, 

Ah  how  it  made  its  own  of  the  sky, 

Would  snatch  at  the  sunshine,  would  salvage  and 
fling  ! 

Then  gone  ! But  Carbery’s  woodlands  of  pine, 

Of  oak,  with  their  fern  slopes,  russet  and  green, 

Shelving  to  pearl-white  beaches,  were  mine, 

And  a sea *9  breadth  of  purple  and  golden  sheen. 

Sprite  of  the  sea-foam,  I cannot  but  think 

From  Carbery’s  rock-clefts  you’ve  travelled  to-day, 

’Twas  in  Carbery  first,  on  Fylenashouk’s  brink, 

I gave  you  my  love,  O wild  birds  of  the  spray  ! 
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SEAGULL,  O SEAGULL 

Your  whiteness,  your  brightness,  your  swiftness  and 
skill 

In  days  of  wild  storm  were  music  to  me, 

And  that  music  returns,  I drink  it,  I thrill, 

And  strike  plumes  in  a smother  of  winds  and  of  sea  ! 
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BEAUTY 


I HAVE  supped  on  beauty  and  am  therefore  glad  : 
Where  are  ye  vanished,  O most  bitter  pains  ! 

I have  supped  on  beauty  and  am  cast  down  and  sad 
Where  are  ye  vanished,  O most  patient  gains  ! 

Oh  bitter,  bitter  pains,  and  ye  had  all  my  life 
Imprisoned,  tortured,  at  your  beck  and  call; 

And  oh  ye  patient  gains,  fruit  of  unending  strife, 
Of  slavery,  how  little  worth  it  all ! 

O wind  of  storm  that  sweeps  the  hillside  bare  ! 

O fire  of  wrath  that  cleanses  dross  and  soil ! 

O Beauty  : how  you  wing  the  vibrant  air ! 

O Beauty  : how  you  mock  our  earnest  toil ! 
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TO  THE  LEE 


O LITTLE  stream,  you  hasten 
Swiftly  on  your  way, 

And  I have  never  sung  you 
Sonnet  or  roundelay. 

That  little  task  deferring 
Ever  from  day  to  day, 

As  if  ’twere  mine  to  dally, 
Yours  to  make  away. 

Yet  whisper,  gentle  river, 

’Tis  I that  may  not  stay, 

You  in  old  Cork  will  linger 
When  I am  gone  away. 

So  that  you  dance  as  brightly, 
And  sing  a song  as  gay, 
Christ’s  blessing  be  upon  you 
When  I am  gone  away. 
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APRIL 


HANDFULS  of  blossom  pink  and  white, 

Fruit  crofts  nestle  the  shadowy  glen ; 

They  catch  the  sun  if  any’s  in  sight 

And  the  whole  wide  valley  is  lighted  then. 

The  ivy  bu3h  has  now  its  nest, 

The  trembling  twig  its  sudden  song ; 

Hurry  and  scurry’s  in  each  little  breast, 
There’s  so  much  to  do  the  whole  day  long. 

Clouds  are  breaking  in  light  above, 

Trees  are  budding  at  last  with  a will, 

And  April,  April,  how  you  love 

The  linnet,  the  thrush,  and  the  daffodil ! 

44  And  mine’s  the  silvery  rain,”  you  say, 

” Mine  the  field-wandering  butterflies, 

That  swing  and  sway  in  the  ploughman’s  way 
And  dance  till  he  lift  his  weary  eyes.” 

44  I rustle  the  winds,  the  elm  seed  falls; 

I step  in  the  grass,  the  puff  ball  flies; 

I’m  over  the  hills,  the  cuckoo  calls; 

And  now  in  the  thicket  the  blackbird  cries.” 
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APRIL 


April,  April,  everywhere; 

Madcap  in  heart  and  elf  in  brain ; 

Sunlight  deep  in  your  flaxen  hair, 

And  your  blue  eyes  shining  with  silver  rain ; 

Come  in  and  live  among  us  men, 

A wild  bird  in  our  slavery, 

A blossom  in  the  crowded  den, 

In  the  market  square  a melody. 
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STORM 


The  bird  whose  breast  is  dabbled  with  blood 
Clung  to  a bough  at  the  edge  of  the  wood, 

And  wine-dark  and  smoking  the  sun  went  down. 

Furtive  and  flurried  she  jabbered  as  though 
She  there  must  abide  whilst  yearning  to  go 
Ashrink  and  ahide  in  her  nest  of  brown. 

Fearful  she  clutched  at  the  wind-stripped  bough 
As  it  tossed  and  creaked  in  the  livelong  sough, 

A drowning  sailorman  clutching  a spar. 

I swept  right  ahead  and  I gave  her  no  thought. 

Just  saw  how  she  clung  like  a mouse,  yet  she  brought 
Terrors  around  me  from  worlds  afar. 

Came  a wild  troop  of  storm-tossed  words, 
Trumpet-calls,  challenges,  torches  and  swords, 
Wreckage  and  dooms  and  far-thundering  wars. 

I shook  them  away  and  bent  my  head  low 
’Gainst  the  storms  that  rushed,  ’gainst  the  crimson 
glow, 

’Gainst  the  callous  glare  of  the  wind-bright  stars. 

And  gathering  my  forces  of  muscle  and  soul 
I met  the  black  onrush  of  human  dole 
That  howled  in  the  blast  and  ran  in  the  night ; 
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STORM 


Until,  as  if  one  in  a midnight  sea 
Should  espy  a ship’s  lamp  about  to  be 
Engulfed  for  ever  from  human  sight, 

In  the  pit-dark  roaring  valley  a gleam 
From  a peasant’s  hut,  in  a swollen  stream, 

Caught  my  eye  and  I screamed  and  stretched  a hand 

Do  ye  wait  to  be  wrecked?  In  a night  like  this 

Fate  walks  the  hills  in  a fury  of  bliss 

And  the  Storm  Dogs  howl  at  his  command; 

And  love,  I cried,  and  sweet  promises, 

And  dreams  and  far-building  knowledges 
All  swoon  to  one  colour  and  shriek  and  die  ! 


The  bird  whose  breast  is  dabbled  with  blood 
Clung  to  a bough  at  the  edge  of  the  wood — 
Like  Life  half-hoping  to  escape  Death’s  eye  ! 
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CHANTY 


As  we  go  round  and  round  and  round, 
John  Anchor  cries  to  the  oozy  ground 
‘ Farewell,  my  love,  farewell/ 

His  sleeky  slimy  head  appears, 

He’s  weeping  plumpy  massy  tears, 

His  grief  he  cannot  tell. 

And  slewed  up  now  in  sun  and  shine. 
Blistered  and  scorched  in  flank  and  spine, 
He’s  withered  in  the  face  ! 

And  slewed  up  now  in  frost  and  snow 
He  dreams  on  his  dusky  love  below — 

As  if  that  would  mend  his  case  ! 

John  Anchor,  we’ve  a heart  for  you, 

The  first,  the  last  of  many  a crew, 

You  share  the  mariner’s  woe. 

God  send  the  day  will  soon  come  round 
You’ll  nuzzle  again  the  oozy  ground 
Down  with  your  love  below. 
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D 


THE  MOUNTAIN  STREAM 


WlLD  and  whirling  waters,  roaring  and  rushing  away, 

With  the  same  high-hearted  courage  as  on  creation’s 
day  ! 

Sullen  and  dead  the  woodland,  the  highway  sodden 
and  dim, 

And  the  hills  are  dripping  with  fogs  that  sag  and  crawl 
and  swim ; 

And  but  now  this  dimness  of  autumn  was  balm  to  my 
heart  and  mind ; 

I breathed,  and  in  the  soft  sweetness  would  leave  my 
sorrows  behind; 

But  sudden  your  wild,  wild  roaring,  O waters  down 
from  the  heights  ! 

O strength,  O heart,  O whiteness,  bravest  of  warrior 
knights  ! 

Goth  from  the  pine-clad  mountain,  from  the  rock-built, 
storm-sculped  steep, 

Wash  my  heart  of  its  languor,  wash  my  eyes  of  their 
sleep, 

Strengthen  me  with  thy  courage,  harden  me  with  thy 
mail, 

And  give  my  heart  a music  that  will  not  weaken  or 
fail ! 
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LOVE  TRIUMPHANT 


AGAIN  have  I dreamed  of  this  : 

Two  lovers  fleeing  in  a night 

Of  thunder;  they  scale  an  abyss 
Of  rocks  and  flash  upon  my  sight. 

I know  not  why  the  howling  sea 

Has  chivied  them,  nor  why  the  rocks 

Smashed  their  frail  ship,  nor  what  they  flee 
In  such  a night  of  thundershocks. 

Mayhap  they  challenged  the  great  sea 
To  sever  them,  or  love- warm  breath 

Blew  the  cold  stars  in  mockery, 

Or  laughed  in  the  grave  face  of  death  ! 

But  chivied,  breathless,  on  they  fly, 

Never  to  yield;* — the  waves,  the  storm, 

The  earth,  the  night,  the  stars,  the  sky 
Against  them,  wild  dogs  in  a swarm  ! 

Glancing  to  right,  to  left,  once  more 

They  make  to  climb ; they  fail ; they  rise ; 

And  sudden  in  the  very  thunder  roar 

I see  them  plain,  their  lips,  their  eyes. 
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LOVE  TRIUMPHANT 


No  sea-fright  in  their  ken,  no  woe 

Caught  from  the  pale  cold  stars  above, 
But  joy  ! the  very  sunrise  glow 
Of  their  imperishable  love  ! 

Embracing  on  a star-swept  height, 

Night  pierces  them  till  they  are  stone; 
And  music  then ; and  this  : a white 
Blunt  spar  of  ice  aloft,  alone. 


Waking,  my  pulse  is  strong  and  sweet, 
Tingling  for  life,  desiring  love, 

As  though  while  sleeping  strength  and  heat 
I’d  won  at  that  cold,  white  spar  above! 


FROM  VICTOR  HUGO 


As  in  sleeping  woodland  pools,  in  many  a soul 
Two  worlds  at  a glance  we  see — a single  whole  : 

The  sky — clear  given  in  the  depths,  its  glorious  range 
Of  shine  and  cloud  suffering  no  hint  of  change; 

The  slime — deep,  sombre,  dead,  a hideous  dough 
Where  reptiles  crawl  around,  dark,  aimless,  slow. 
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MAY,  1916 


i 

WHAT  profits  it  to  quench  with  finger  tips 

Flames  that  have  their  fire-shafts  in  the  sun? 

To  snatch  such  vengeful  little  swallow  sips 

Of  streams  that  from  the  ocean  rise  and  run? 

Flames  of  the  living  sun  indeed  were  they; 

Streams  of  the  ocean,  that  must  on  and  on; 
Other  than  this  they  went  there  was  no  way^ 

For  children  of  the  ocean  and  the  sun. 

When  all  is  done,  your  lips  with  sudden  dread 
Tighten  to  see  if  all  is  really  done  : 

All  done  ! Behold  the  wild  streams  in  their  bed 
Leap  up,  and  fire-shafts  sing  within  the  sun  ! 

All  done  ! Behold  the  banner  of  our  smile  ! 

Surer  than  aye  are  we,  we  shall  not  break, 

Not  break,  however  deep  and  sweet  your  guile, 
Whatever  blood  you  spill  for  Christ’s  own  sake  ! 
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MAY,  1916 


ii 

Our  patriot  dead  in  their  forgotten  graves, 

Often  I thought  of  them  : ’tis  well  that  time 
So  shrouds  them  in,  for  such  a shrouding  saves 
The  blemishes  that  will  not  march  in  rhyme. 

Heroes  I wished  them  all,  the  patriot  dead, 

And  so  was  thankful  that  the  patient  years 
With  sun  and  rain  had  bleached  the  unlovely  red 
Of  passion  out,  and  won  them  from  their  fears. 

Heroes  I sang  them  all,  yet  still  within 

I feared  and  feared  that  had  I known  in  life 
Their  poor  frail  human  bodies,  seen  them  sin, 
And  love,  and  scorn,  and  wrest  the  moment’s 
strife, 

This  way  and  that,  ah,  silent  were  my  song. 

But  now,  but  now  ! Oh,  pardon  me,  ye  dead, 
Ye  holy,  holy  dead,  my  callous  wrong, 

Ye  that  were  kin  of  those  just  martyred. 
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BANBA’S  DEAD 


THOUGH  my  own  sorrows  were  a rising  flood 
Yet  could  I forget  them  while  I drown 

To  think  of  peasant  lads  who  give  their  blood 
In  hillside  skirmishes  of  no  renown. 

I picture  them  as  I have  seen  their  like  . 

Slow,  slow,  in  bog  and  field,  in  stall  and  byre; 

But  hark,  a voice  ! and  they  snatch  up  the  pike 
And  cry  out  “ Freedom,’’  and  their  hearts  are  fire  ! 

I hear  them  speak  as  I have  heard  their  kind  : 

Low,  low,  yet  earnest  in  the  merriest  hour; 

But  hark,  a call ! and  oh  ! my  timid  mind 

Trembles  to  hear  it  answered  with  such  power  ! 

If  every  field  in  this  dear  land  to  me 
Be  as  a verse  of  high  enduring  song, 

If  every  stream  that  rushes  to  the  sea 

Be  as  a harp-string,  passionate  and  strong, 

’Tis  that  shy  peasant  lads  in  every  field 

Pour  their  young  blood  until  the  streams  are 
red — 

O crimson  streams  ! O land  ! what  songs  you  yield 
As  I go  by  you  reckoning  the  dead  ! 


THE  CALL 


Here  at  the  village  crossing, 

Beneath  the  hawthorn  bushes, 

The  young  men  gathered  nightly 
From  smithy,  plough,  and  stall. 

Some  were  silent,  drowsy, 

Their  happy  eyes  moved  slowly, 

And  the  pipe  that  they  were  smoking 
They  drew  with  every  limb  ! 

And  some  were  silent,  thoughtful, 

In  their  young  eyes  a wonder, 

The  world  was  wide,  and  wider 
Than  all  their  fathers’  fields  ! 

But  others  on  their  coming 
Would  break  the  dewy  stillness 
I heard  their  warm,  rich  laughter, 

I heard  their  wrestling  feet. 

Each  night  I gave  them  greeting, 
They  greeted  from  the  darkness, 

A pipe  was  moved  to  speak  it, 

The  wrestling  feet  were  stilled. 
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TO  BEETHOVEN 


The  woodlands  and  the  brown  sun-wearied  plain 
In  midmost  summer  lose  the  pulse  of  life, 

Breathing  an  air  that  stifles,  too,  too  rife 
With  perfume,  seed-dust,  heat;  and  so  remain 
Unswept  of  wind,  unwashed  in  dew  or  rain, 
Drowsing  from  sleep  to  death;  till  peace  in  strife 
Is  roused,  and  thunders  boom,  and  the  jagged  knife 
Of  lightning,  bared  and  flashing,  stabs  amain  ! 

It  passes ; and  again  the  clean,  fresh  skies ; 

The  parched  earth  drinking  deep ; and  leaf  and  blade 
Dancing  in  sun  and  wind  ! Thus  often  lies 
On  me  a season  when  no  growth  is  made; 

But  sweep  my  soul  with  thy  vast  harmonies 
And  to  the  wells  of  life  my  lips  are  laid  ! 
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ART  AND  LIFE 


SWINGING  the  heavy  grain,  a brute  of  toil, 
Rough-built  of  bone  and  muscle,  as  of  spar 
And  rope,  pedestaled  on  his  swaying  car, 

Stretches  for  breath,  above  the  dust  and  moil 
Sun-struck,  a statue  stands;  and  that  bright  spoil 
We  have  of  Greece  in  stone,  of  Greece  so  far, 

So  white  in  sun,  shines  out  to  rout  and  mar 
With  pride  of  Life  life  in  its  dust  and  soil ! 

To  mar?  Or  crown  with  light?  Ah,  poor  indeed 
Were  life  unvisioned  in  the  fire  of  art; 

Were  art,  if  the  white  death  were  never  freed 
From  sculptured  stone  in  man’s  impassioned  heart; 
Were  life  not  Greece,  were  not  Praxiteles 
The  stir  of  shipping  by  the  Athenian  quays. 
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THE  LARK  AT  HEAVEN’S  GATE 


Yes,  yes,  you  yet  will  baffle  them,  those  hosts, 
Those  proud  angelic  hosts  that  keep  the  gate ; 

Proud  battlements  you’ve  won,  nor  yet  abate 
Swiftness  or  song;  but  squadrons  that  were  ghosts 
While  cloud-hid,  see,  now  flank  the  heavenly  coasts 
In  bronze  and  gold  ! With  cry  reiterate 
Oh  challenge  them  if  one  predestinate 
To  song  must  swell  the  chorus  Satan  boasts  ! 

I catch  no  glint  of  armour,  gleam  of  wing, 

But  your  wild  song  shrills  out  what  you  assail  : 

Up  to  the  Gates  Immaculate  you  bring 
A poet-soul  dishevelled,  and  your  song 
Is  Pardon  ! Pardon  ! Him  it  must  avail 
In  tears  to  join  the  Lady  Mary’s  throng  ! 
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A BOY  HURLING  ON  A SPRING  DAY 


EARTH  breaking  green  and  soft,  skies  silvery  blue, 
Burgeoning  sycamores  and  chestnut  trees; 

And  laughing  wild  and  swift,  an  April  breeze 
Thrilling  to  life  the  valleys  through  and  through  : 
Yet  swifter,  wilder,  breaks  the  spring  in  you, 

Dear  lad,  and  I am  thrilled  to  sudden  ease, 

And  this  poor  heart,  long  shut  to  flowers  and  bees, 
Burgeons  and  lifts  and  drinks  the  spring  anew  ! 

O earnest  brow  aflame  ! O flashing  limbs  ! 

Spring’s  swallow  bird,  spring’s  rose,  or  Banba’s  youth 
Himself,  that  lyric  one  whom  nothing  dims, 

Hurling  for  aye  his  pathway  to  the  King 
Throned  high  in  Emain  : swift  the  old  man’s  ruth 
And  love  are  mine, — and  mine  the  living  spring ! 
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TO  PATRICK  HIGGINS  ON  HIS  COMING  OUT 
OF  PRISON 


Free  of  the  sun  again,  the  golden  earth, 

The  hundred  thousand  cloud-capped  Munster  hills; 
Free  of  the  swift  and  burning  life  that  fills 
The  minstrelsy  of  sorrow  as  of  mirth  : 

Falstaff  will  laugh  again  and  Deirdre’s  birth 
Catch  at  your  lips.  Of  music,  too,  that  thrills 
To  heights  above  the  gulfs  of  human  ills, 

Free  ! free  ! and  ravenous  after  months  of  dearth  ! 

Three  grand  old  kingdoms  : once  again  you’ll  know 
Their  wide,  wide  fields;  sweep  through  them;  like 
a boy 

Cry  havoc,  and  unsling  your  hunter’s  bow; 

Rouse  not  the  game  for  us,  we’d  do  it  wrong, 

You  ’tis  we’d  hunt  and  nab  with  shouts  of  joy, 
Remembering  dreary  nights,  still,  dark,  and  long. 


(D  444) 
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E 


AUTUMN,  1914 


HEAVY  the  reek  of  autumn  in  the  breeze  : 

Rot  chokes  the  woodland  pools;  earth  vapours  dim 
The  uplands;  mists  along  the  fern  slopes  swim 
And  cling  and  lift  again — taint  and  disease 
And  death  and  dissolution  haunting  these 
Would  give  the  dreaming  poet’s  pen  to  limn 
Autumn  as  Death  if,  rosy  to  the  brim, 

No  apple  panniers  laughed  beneath  the  trees 
Nor  sun-tanned  peasants  bound  the  sun-tanned 
sheaves 

For  threshing.  Ah,  but  Death  itself  a reek 
Far  heavier  breathes  into  the  golden  air 
Of  France,  where  mounds  of  sacred  flesh,  not  leaves, 
Are  rotting — autumn  mould  in  which  we  seek 
The  garnered  harvest  fruit  and  find  it — where? 
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THE  WINTRY  HILLTOP 


I HAD  forgotten  how  much  alone  I walked 
Till  I beheld  two  lovers  arm  in  arm 
Sheer  on  a wind-swept  hill-top.  They  were  warm 
To  my  chilled  senses  as  a hearth.  They  talked. 
They  laughed,  swift,  earnest,  low,  as  on  I stalked 
Frightened  I did  Love’s  self  some  share  of  harm, 
Chilling  with  my  cold  glance  his  blushing  charm, 
Cold  as  the  star  that  stared  them,  wide-eyed,  baulked. 

O lonely  star  above  the  crimson  west, 

O wind-swept  hill-top  perished  to  the  bone, 

Bleak,  bleak  and  bare,  O pair  of  lovers  blest ! 

O tongue-tied  poet  wandering  there  alone, 

Drink  thou  this  chalice  of  their  happiness 
While  stars  and  crimson  on  thine  eyelids  press. 


63 


ON  THE  LEE  AT  CORK 


SHE  slips  the  jettyside  at  fall  of  night, 

For  night  she  trims  herself,  her  lamps  are  lit; 

Dark  figures  cross  her  deck  and,  grouping,  fit 
Wedggs  and  spars  to  make  her  hatchways  tight. 
Huge,  black,  she  swings  and  blots  the  sunset  light 
And  cuts  the  crimson  flood ; all  heat  and  grit 
Her  smoke  swoops  down  and  chokes  me;  then,  a spit 
Of  stifled  steam,  she  shrieks!  trembling  for  might. 

And  lonely  on  the  windy  throne  of  her, 

Wrapped  in  the  thickening  twilight,  staunch  and 
stern, 

The  helmsman  stands,  his  fixed  eyes  far  away; 

His  grip,  oh  what  can  loosen  it,  or  stir 
The  pillared  feet,  steeled  in  his  one  concern 
To  beat  the  storm  that  lifts  in  Graball  Bay  ! 
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CUPIDATIBUS  MEIS 


Why  should  I heed  your  cries,  ye  libertines? 

Ye  ache,  yet  dream  upon  the  old  desire; 

Are  burnt,  yet  creep  again  within  the  fire;  ^ 

Are  sick,  yet  stretch  yourselves  to  find  new  means 
Of  surfeiting. — No,  no,  ye  pitiless  weans, 

The  boons  ye  crave  would  plunge  me  in  the  mire, 
With  wild  hot  hands  would  sweep  my  earnest  lyre, 
And  leave  me  perished  ere  the  night  begins  ! 

Time  to  be  wise.  If  from  this  vale  of  trees. 
Burning  like  gold  in  this  sweet  languorous  sun, 

I shook  the  fruit;  and  to  its  ice-cold  lees 
Emptied  this  woodland  spring,  and  bade  ye  eat 
And  drink,  I know  ye’d  cry  out,  being  done 
With  them,  we  hunger  still,  still  burn  with  heat ! 
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TO  TERENCE  MACSWINEY 


As  you  our  life,  spring  hallows  not  the  earth  : 

Oh  how,  when  springtime  thrills  its  stubborn  veins, 
Earth  quickens,  limb  on  limb,  takes  heart,  regains 
The  swallows*  headlong  liberty,  the  mirth 
Of  new-dropt  lambs,  the  ecstasy  of  birth 
On  birth ; till  it  would  still  its  too-sweet  pains 
In  drowsy  visions  of  fat  harvest  wains 
That  crawl,  afraid  to  break  their  swelling  girth. 

The  yield  of  fruit  and  corn  and  wine  we  know  : 

The  barns  are  there,  the  vats,  that  reckon  them 
From  year  to  year;  but  who  can  measure  out 
The  harvest  when  the  winds  of  spirit  blow 
And  leave  man’s  heart,  cleansed  of  its  coward  phlegm, 
A star  of  morn,  a-tiptoe  and  a-shout ! 
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LUTE  SONGS 


MY  LADY  FAR  AWAY 


0 Lady,  Lady,  in  my  sleep 

Through  woods  adream  I ride,  I ride, 

Or  down  the  black  throat  of  the  deep 
Sweep,  with  a star  at  my  ship’s  side. 

My  sails  in  dancing  shreds  are  torn; 

My  steed  is  caught  and  led  astray; 

Yet  still  on  the  winds  my  cry  is  borne 
From  wood  to  wood,  from  bay  to  bay. 

For  well  I know  an  apple  croft 

Lies  hidden  in  the  mountain  walls 
Where  every  hour  with  spring  is  soft 
Yet  rich  as  when  the  fruitage  falls. 

Then  when  my  steed  through  gorge  and  wood 
Is  led  by  lure  of  voice  and  wings 

1 check  not  though  his  flanks  drip  blood, 

My  nostrils  catch  such  blossomings  ! 

Thy  city  is  a glimmering  shell 

Cliff -perched  above  a land  of  trees; 

A priest’s  white  hand,  its  pinnacle 
Is  raised  above  the  snarling  seas  : 

My  heart  lifts  up  when  voyaging 

My  sails  in  dancing  shreds  fly  out, 

But  when  the  clouds  their  thunders  fling 
Oh  then  I lift  a hand  and  shout ! 
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MY  LADY  FAR  AWAY 


My  dream  is  sped ; the  morning  takes 
The  city  with  its  patient  eyes; 

But  I have  plunged  in  crystal  lakes 

Whose  waves  were  cleansing  ecstasies. 
*Tis  long  before  the  dust  of  day 

Parches  my  lids,  my  lips,  my  tongue; 

O Lady,  Lady,  far  away 

In  rocks  and  seas,  and  fair  and  young  ! 
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THE  PILGRIM 


If  Beauty  lose  her  golden  voice 
And  shadows  fall  on  her  brow  of  snow. 
I’ll  vail  my  hood  and  wander  on 
Heart-sorrowful  and  slow. 

The  winds  of  morning  laughed  at  me  : 

‘ Beauty  yields  nor  voice  nor  breath ; 
Your  songs  it  is  will  fail,  your  feet 
Open  the  road  to  Death  ! ’ 

Joy  ! Joy  ! I clutch  my  pilgrim’s  staff, 
My  spirit  is  a swallow’s  wing, 
Yesterday  is  dead  and  there’s 
The  world  for  wayfaring  ! 

And  who  reminds  me  that  my  feet 
Adown,  adown  Death’s  highway  go, 
Ah,  listen,  listen  : Beauty’s  voice  ! 

And  see  : her  brow  of  snow  ! 
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LOVE  CONSECRATE 


Touched  by  her  triumphant  lips, 

O mouth  of  mine,  now,  now  for  song  ! 

My  visions,  like  frozen  and  famished  ships, 
Break  from  the  ice  of  winters  long, 

And  spy  far  off  on  the  ocean’s  rim 
The  peaks  of  I Bhreasail  purple  and  dim  ! 

Touched  by  her  queenlike  holy  hand 
My  fingers  are  swift  with  benign  skill ; 

My  sceptre  rules  in  a desert  land, 

And  groves  arise  and  song  birds  thrill 
Heaven  with  her  name,  and  pilgrims  bless 
The  love  that  heals  the  land’s  distress  ! 

Listen  ! she  speaks  my  lonely  name ; 

Lightly  it  falls  on  the  living  air, 

And  the  cloudings  of  doubt  and  sin  and  shame 
Are  gone,  and,  pearl-like,  I am  there, 

Afraid  of  the  light,  yet  asking  immense 
Bathings  of  sun  in  my  innocence. 

And  I am  dedicate  to  some 
Transmontane  embassy  of  pain, 

Whence  to  imprisoned  souls  will  come 
Freedom  and  light  and  winds  and  rain; 

To  them  the  salve  and  ease  and  balm; 

To  me  the  martyr’s  encrimsoned  palm  ! 
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WEDDED 


SEA-LOGGED  and  broken  it  struggles  on 
While  moon  and  stars  in  the  riggings  sit, 

And  the  motley  crew  haven’t  told  off  one 
To  cry  the  night-watch  over  it  : 

Lonely  are  we  . . . Oh  love,  keep  near, 

My  hands,  my  lips  are  cold  with  fear. 

Why  are  they  drowned  in  babbling  sleep? 

—Ah  sweet,  their  eyes  have  searched  the  page. 
Rouse  them  and  bid  them  the  night-watch  keep 
—Ah,  sweet,  they  dream  of  anchorage. 

Then  let  them  yield  you  the  charts  they’ve  brought. 
—Love,  love,  I pray  }'ou,  awake  them  not ! 

Bravely,  ah  bravely,  it  now  flings  on, 

And  the  starry  signals  are  splendid  and  kind; 

But  as  for  the  charts,  oh,  there’s  not  one 
Shews  the  far  kingdom  we  two  would  find  ! 

But  the  winds  are  fresh  and  the  seas  are  wide 
And  there’s  many  a harbour  as  yet  ahide  ! 

The  stars  come  thick  against  our  prow, 

The  winds  are  trumpeting  us  on, 

Ah,  but  our  sails  are  ravenous  now, 

White  birds  flash  out  and  then  are  gone  ! 

Lift  your  white  throat,  my  bride,  in  song, 

Love  makes  us  his,  and  his  wing  is  strong  ! 
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TROUBADOUR’S  SONG 


If  Love  entice  you  to  his  arms 
Adventure  all  and  go  with  him; 

Nor  sea  scathe  nor  the  wood’s  alarms 
Your  ecstasy  will  dim. 

If  in  this  flight  I fall  in  tears, 

Feeling  my  heart  weep  crimson  dew? 
Ah,  Love’s  voice  chanting  in  your  ears, 
His  wings  enfolding  you  ! 
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CRUSADER’S  LOVE  SONG 


O FLOWER,  O love,  in  the  warmth  and  shade 
Of  my  cliff-like  bulk,  my  right  arm  laid 
In  under  your  tresses,  in  under  your  head, 

Rest  you,  my  gentle,  free  from  all  dread, 

As  gulls  in  the  rock-clefts,  ahide  and  asleep, 
While  storm  winds  thunder  and  strike  the  deep  ! 

My  war-darkened  fingers  opening  now, 

There’s  the  soft  flame  of  your  ivory  brow  ! 

So  the  ebb-tide  shines  when  its  waters  are  down 
In  the  ribbings  of  sandstone,  perished  and  brown. 
But  I raise  my  hand,  O sun-flushed  tide, 
Foam-light  and  foam-sprite,  kiss  me,  my  pride  ! 


WHITE  ROSE 


WHITE  rose  with  the  blushing  cheek, 
Sweet  in  the  July  glare, 

My  love  is  as  gentle  and  meek, 

As  winsome  and  pure  and  fair. 

White  rose,  you  entice  me  on 
From  tenderest  grace  to  grace 
Till  my  fretful  thoughts  have  won 
Green  depths  and  a quiet  place. 

White  rose  with  the  blushing  cheek, 
Pure  as  the  flower’s  face, 

I follow  your  beckoning  meek— 

Ah,  to  no  quiet  place  ! 

I stand  on  the  threshold  awhile 
Murmuring  the  holiest  Name, 
White  rose  with  the  lingering  smile 
And  the  sudden  glance  like  flame  ! 
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